Chapter Two - 



- "Rock-a-bye Baby" 



■ 

Shere I've written a whole chapter without a song, and 
that's longer than I've ever toon without one since I can re- 
member — even if it is a short chapter. 

Singing cams early with us. We couldn't have been very 
old before Mother started singing us to sloop. She rocked us 
as she sang, either in a cradle or on her lap in the rockin' 
chair. 

Some of the songs were lullabies and others weren't. Most 
any kind of song is good for putting a baby to slce:i, if it 
isn't too loud. (I mean the song, not the baby, but that might 
have something to do with things, too.) She sang a lot of songs 
you'd find in books, but she sang others that had come down in 
the family for generations. One favorite was: 

Rock-a-bye, baby, and thi3 is the lady 

That caused the poor child to cry. 
The child fell a-weeping, for the want of good keeping. 

So rock-a-bye, baby, oh, bye. 

Such a lullaby may sound strange to folks who weren't raisod 
in the mountains, but if you look at mountain songs you nay see 
that most of 'cm are gently poking fun at something. Sotting is 
too sacred — not even religion — for us mountaineers to chuckle 
over. 

I'm sorry for the new-fangled babies that never get to be 
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rocked In cradles and sung to. it must be a drab life with 
nothing but pablura, play-pens and pantios. 

V/Dst of us children would be quiet for any song Mother 
would sing, but my sister Shirley was different. Before she 
could talk 30 you could understand her, she'd yell for some 
special song, and yell till she S ot it. Often the only way 
was to keep trying till Mother hit the right one. You could 
tell when that was, because the noise would stop. 

One day Sis started yelling that she wanted "Roddy Hew 
Tbben." There just didn't seem to be such a song. Kother sang 
herself hoar3e, and Shirley screamed herself hoarse before Hon 
finally remembered that she had taken the kid to a funeral the 
day before, where they sang a doleful dirge which began: 

"0 mourner, bowed down o'er the sod newly riven." 

That was it, and when it was sung, everything was hunky 

dory. 

There were other lullabies, too. Familiar ones that every- 
body knows, like "Rock-a-bye Baby, in the Tree Top," and "Bye-0 
Baby Bunting", and "Sleep, Baby, Sleep." But there were live- 
lier songs, like: 

What'll we do with the baby-o? 
What'll we do with the baby-o? 
Wrap him up in calico. 
And send him down to Georgia-o. 



They weren't meant to put the baby to sleep, but to keep 
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hira happy. I have no brighter memories than when Dad bounced ma 
on his knee and sang the old song Grandoa Swetnara had sung to 
him when he was a baby just after the War: 

Howdy, Uncle Billy, and it's howdy. Aunt Kate. 

Happy little darky from the Horth Ca T lina state. 
Happy little darky, and 1*11 have you for to know. 
Charming all the people, as up street I go. 
Happy little darky, and I'll have you for to know. 
She is ray sugar plx aaraanmnmnia . 

You don't think your young-un would like it? Well if he's 
not past four, just set him on your knee and boat time with your 
heel not quite letting it touch the floor. Kino go for it, any- 
way. 

If your baby is little — say under a year and a half — 
he'll like the old Jumping Song. Take him under the arraa with 
both hands, and swing him up from your lap and down to it, while 
you sing: 



at home; 
He's gone to his plantation. 
To got some potatoes, to make hira 



To food his Irish nation. 



Some of the old 3ongs for children must have como down from 
the frontier days; like: 
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Fry a little moat and make a little gravy; 
Hobody home but Pappy and the baby. 
Pappy was drunk and the baby was sober: 
Pappy gave a bump and knocked the baby over. 



rtother never quite approved of that kind, but Dad cans 'era 
with gusto, and we liked to hear then. That was after the cradle 
days, and even after the cradle had boon sold with fear and 
trembling. For every mountaineer knows if you sell the cradle 
there's nearly sure to be another baby along, right away. 

Mountaineers remember those thirds, and if we don't take 
them too seriously, still wo don't flout them too much. They 
may come in handy, like the old belief that a person who has 
never seen his father can cure thrush by blowing in a baby's 
mouth. Thru3h is caused by a fungus, doctors tell us now, and 
causes a child's mouth to turn white inside. 

Grandma Stafford's father had been drowned rafting logs be- 
fore she was born, and when I got thrush 3he only laughed at 
Mother's worry and blow in my mouth. Mother didn't quite believe 
it would work, even later, but admitted the thrush did get well, 
right away. 

Ifest of the lullabies were short, because little babies don't 
have very long memories, anyway. After we got a little older, 
there were longer songs, still tuned to a young-un'a mind and his 
voice. We loved: 



Oh, where have you boon, Billy Boy, Billy Boy? 
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Oh, where have you been, Charming Billy? 

I've been to see ray wife; she's the ioy cf my life. 
She's a young thing, and cannot leave her inamny. 

How old Is sho, Billy Boy, Billy Boy? 
How old is sho. Charing Billy? 

Twice six, twice seven, twice twenty and eleven. 
She's a young thine, and cannot leave her siauircy. 

How tall is she, Billy Boy, Billy Boy? 
How tall is 3he, Charging Billy? 

She's as tall as a ?ine, and as slim as a punltin vine. 
She's a young thing, and cannot leave her mammy. 

Did she ask you to come in, Billy Boy, Billy Boy? 
Did she ask you to come in, Charming Billy? 

Yes she asked me to come in, with a dimle in her chin. 
She's a young thing, and cannot leavo her mammy. 

Can she bake a cherry pie, Billy Boy, Billy Boy? 
Can she bake a cherry pie. Charming Billy? 

She can bake a cherry pie, quick as a cat can wink its 
She's a young thing, and cannot leave her mararay. 

Did she set for you a chair, Billy Boy, Billy Boy? 
Did she set for you a chair, Charaing Billy? 
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Yes 3he set for me a chair, "out the bottom wasn't there. 
She's a young thing, and cannot leave her nanr^. 

Can she walk a plank fence, Billy Boy, Billy Boy? 
Can she walk a plank fence. Charming Billy? 

She can walk a plank fence, but she's pot more sense. 
She's a, young thing, and cannot leave her mammy. 

I'm pretty sure that last verse was added by someone in our 
own family. In case you've never seen a plank fence, it was made 
by nailing planks — usually throe levels — from post to ->ost. 
The top one made a fair substitute for a tight wire if we wanted 
to try a balancing act, but when balance failed it was jumo quick 
or get a bad fall! 

As far back as I can renenber, one of our favorites was 
"Froggy Vi'ent A-Courtin' , " a song that children all over America 
have sung for generations in thousands of variations. Hore's how 
we sang it: 

froggy went a-courtin', he did ride, H'm, h'mmmram. 

Froggy wont a-courtin' , he did ride. 

Sword an' a pistol by his side, H'ra, h'mmnmm. 

Refrain — 

Kinebo, kamebo, flceto flaro. 
Hey to my rattle-trap, 
Flenidoodle yaller-bug. 
Rink turn, bottom inch akimebo. 
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Oh, Lady Mouse, are you within? H»m, h'nmrenra. 
0h T Lady Mouse, are you within? 

Yes, kind sir, won't you come in? H'm, h'ranmnm. 

Oh, Lady House, will you be ny bride? H'e, h'mrccira. 
Oh, Lady Mouse, will you be my bride? 
And be forever at ny side? E'ra, h'zEannm. 

Oh, no, I cannot say to that, H'm, h'laman-m. 
Oh, no, I cannot say to that; 

You'll have to speak to isy uncle rat, H'n, h' jimrti ' mi . 

Uncle Ratty laughed and shook his fat side, H'n, h'sinrra. 

Uncle Ratty laughed and shoo]: his fat side. 

Saying, "Lady House may bo your bride, H T n, h'rarawjm. 

Where shall the wedding dinner be? H'ig, n'mmraad. 
Where shall the wedding dinner be? 

Way down yonder in a green willow tree, H'n, h'niamnm. 

What shall the wedding dinner be? H'ra, h'ggnnm. 
What shall the wedding dinner be? 

Two blue beans and a black-eyed pea, H'm, h'lam n aan. 

The first one cone in was a big bess-bug, rT'ia, h'ranman. 

The fir3t one cone in was a big boss-bug. 

Swore he'd fi~ht for the gallon jug, H'm, h'imninrm. 
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Next one cone in was a burablo-bce, E'n, n' mmm . 

Next one corae in was a bumble-bee. 

He had a fiddle on hi3 knee, H*ra, h'nnnraiG. 

And now the book is on the shelf, H'm, h' ut.nimn . 
And now the book is on the shelf, 

If you want any more you can sing it yourself, E'm, h'mrararma. 

Small eyes widened, too, at tho wonder3 of the land: 

Away down south in Sironon street. 
Sing-song Kitty, can't you ki-ne-o; 
That's where the nigguhs grow ten feet. 
Sing-song Eitty, can't you ki-*nc-o. 

Refrain: 

Kino, kano, kino, kee; 

Way down yonder in a hollow tree; 

With an owl and a bat and a bumble-bee; 

Sing-song Kitty, can't you ki-ne-o. 

They go to bed, but it ain't no use 
Sing-3ong Eitty, can't you ki-no-o; 
They feet hangs out for the chicken roost: 
Sing-song Kitty, can't you ki-me-o. 
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Sing-song Kitty, can't you l:i-mo-o; 

He sneezed his head and his tail right off. 

Sing-song Kitty, can't you ki-me-o. 

There were rigmaroles, too, as dear to our hearts as any 
3ong. For instance: 

There was a nan, and he went nad. 
And he jumped into a oea-swad, (^od) 
Tho pca-sviad was over full. 
So he jumped into a roaring hull. 



The roaring bull was over fat. 

So he .limped into a gentleman's hat. 




So he jumped into a bottle of wine. 
The bottle of wine was over dear. 




The club stick was over narrow. 



So he junped into a whecl-barrow. 
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The wheel-barrow began to crack. 
So he jumped into a hay-stack. 
The hay-stack be S an to blaze. 

And he could do nothing but cough and sneeze. 

That last rhyme sounds as if the rigmarole had cone from 
Iroland. So, I think, had: 

Old Mrs. KcGuire, 
She jumped in the fire. 
The fire was so hot 
She jumped in the pot. 
The pot was so black 
She jumped in the crack. 
The crack was so high 
She jumped in the sky. 
The sky was so blue 
She jumped in the canoe. 
The canoe was so long 
She jumped in the pond. 
The pond was so shallow 
She jumped in the tallow. 
The tallow was so soft 
She jumped in the loft. 
The loft was so rotten 
She jumped in the cotton. 
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The cotton was so white 
She stayed there all night 
And never cot a bite 
Till the next daylight. 

Maybe those two cazr.e through ny Grandma Swetnaro, whose 
naiden name was Serena Patrick. I never thought to ask anyone 
about it till all the older generation were dead. 

Maybe the family know the next one, but I didn't learn it 
at home. It was picked ut from the other boys when I started to 
3chool, down in Tennessee: 

Went to the river an' I couldn' get across; 
Paid five dollars for an ol' gray hoss. 

Ro3S wouldn't go; 

Traded it for a hoe. 

Hoe wouldn't dig: 

Traded it for a pig. 

Pig wouldn't squeal: 

Traded it for a wheel. 

Yihcel wouldn't run; 

Traded it for a gun. 



.- ... 

Traded it for a boot. 
Boot wouldn't wear; 
Traded it for a bear. 
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Bear wouldn't holler: 
Traded it for a dollar. 
Dollar wouldn't spend; 
Traded it for a hen. 
Hen wouldn't cluck; 
Traded it for a duct. 
Duel; wouldn't quack. 
So I cave it back. 

But the favorite of all the rigmaroles was the one we sot 
when we would coax Mother: "S->ell Abominable-Bumble-Eee-With- 
His-Tail-Cut-Cff , :t Road it aloud fast, but not so fa3t you 
stumble, 

Able-se-fay, and there's your A. 
B-o, bo, and there's your bo; and your A-bo. 
H-i , ni , and there 1 s your rai ; and your bo-mi , and your 
A-bo-ni . 

H-a, na, and there's your na; and your ni-na, and your 
bo-mi-na, and your A-bo -mi -na. 

B-e-double-1, bell, and there's your bell; and your na-boll, 
and your mi-na-bell, and your bo-mi-na-bell, and your A-bo-ni-na- 
bell. 

B-u-m, bun, and there's your bun; and your bell-bum, and 
your na-boll-bura, and your mi-na-bell-bum, and your bo-mi-na- 
bell-bum, and your A-bo-ni -na-b ell -bum. 

B-e-double-1, bell, and there's your bell; and your bum-bell. 
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and your bell -bun-bell, and your na-bell-bum-bell, and your 
ni-na-bell-bum-bell, and your bo-rci-na-bell -bun-bell, and your 
A-bo-ni-na-bell-bum-bcll. 

B-double-e, bee, and there's your bee; and your bell-bee, 
and your bum-bell-bee, and your bell-bum-bell-boe, and your 
na-bell-bun-bell-bee, and your mi-na-bell-bum-beH-bee, and 
your bo-mi-na-bell-bur.-bell-bee, and your A-bo-ni-na-bell- 
bum-bell-bee. 

H-i-t-h, with, and there's your with: and your bee-Kith, 
and your bell-bee^-with, and your bum-bel'-bee-with, and your 
bell-bum-bell-bee-with, and your na-bell-bum-bell -bee -with, 
and your mi-na-bell-bun-bell-beo-with, and your bo-ni-na-bell- 
bum-bell-bee-wifch, and your A-bo-mi-na-bell-bura-bell-bee-with. 

H-i-s, his, and there's your his; and your with-hi3, and 
your beo-with-his, and your bell-bee-with-hi3, and your bum- 
bell-bcc-with-his, and your bell-bun-bell-bee-with-his, and 
your na-bcll-bura-bell-bee-with-his, and your mi-na-bell-bum- 
boll-bee-with-his, and your bo-mi-na-bell-bee-with-his, and 
your A-bo-mi-na-bell-bun-beli-bee-with-bis . 

T-a-i-l f and there's your tail; and your his-tail, and 
your with-his-tail, and your bee-with-his-tail, and your bell- 

bee-wlth-his-tail, and your bum-bell -bee-with-his-tail, and 
your bcll-bum-bell-bee-with-his-tall, and your na-bell-bum- 
bell -bee-with-his-tail, and your mi-na-bell-bum-boll-bee-with- 
his-tail, and your bo-iai-na-bcll-bun-bcll-bee-with-his-tail, 
and your A-bo-mi-na-bell-bum-bell-bee-with-his-tail. 

C-u-t, cut, and there's your cut; and your tail-cut, and 
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your his- tail -out, and your with-his-tail-cut, and your bee- 
with-his- tail-cut, and your bell -bell-with-his- tail- cut, and 
your bum-bell-bee-with-hi3-tail-cut, and your bell-busi-boll- 
bee-with-hi3-tail-cut, and your na-belT-busi-bcl 1 -bee-with-his- 
tail-cut, and your mi-ns-bell-bun-bel2-bec-with-hi3-tail-cut, 
and your bo-mi-na-bell-bun-bcH-bee-with-his-tall-cut, and 
your A-bo-rai-na-boIl-bux-boll-boe-iri.th-hi3-tail-cut. 

O-double-f, off, and there's your off; and your cut-off, 
and your tail-cut-off, and your his-tail-cut-off , and your 
with-his-tail-cut-off , and your beo-witb-his- tail-cut-off , and 
your bell-bee-with-his-tail-cut-off , and your busi-be 11 -bee -with- 
his-tail-cut-off, and your bell-bura-bell-beo-wlth-his-tail-cut- 
off , and your na-bell-bun-bell-bee-with-hia-tail-cut-off , and 
your lai-na-bcll-biuri-bell-bee-with-his- tail-cut-off, and your 
bo-ni-na-bell-bum-bell-bee-with-his-tail-cut-off , and your A- 
bo-mi-na-boll-burc-bcll-beo-witb-his- tail-cut-off. And that's 
how you spell AbOTninable-Bmable-Bee-'.-Jith-Eis-Tail-Cut-Off . 

And if you've ever had the bad luck to get in the way of 
the business end of a big bumble bee, you'll know just why we 
loved to hear about one that couldn't sting us I 



